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HE Author of the following Piece will, 

he doubts not, be very readily believed, 

when he declares his Concern for the 

© Oppoſition it met with; but then he 
om to > be likewiſe belicv'd when he declares his 
Concern is much greater for the Reaſon which 1s 
given by many for that Oppoſition, as being much 
leſs uneaſy about the Succeſs of ſuch a Trifle, 
than at being thought to have intended any Per- 
ſonal Reflexions in it. He is inform'd that it is 
commonly ſaid that he hath repreſented the Cha- 
racters of a particular Family who keep a conſi- 
derable Coffee-Houſe in this Town, and of ſeveral 
Perſons who frequent it. As a little Proof is of 
more weight than much Affirmation, he offers 
the following Matters of Fact in anſwer to this 
Charge. 

This Piece is partly taken from a Comedy of 
one Act written many Years ago in French by the fa- 
mous Rouſſeau, call d Le Caffe, which met with 
great Applauſe at Paris; and the particular Charac- 
ters, Incidents and Speeches, which are ſaid to have 
been apply d and given Offence in our Eng/i/þ Piece, 

A N 


are 
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are happily direct Tranſlations from thence, as 
near as things of that Nature will admit: Whilſt 
on the contrary, thoſe Additions and Alterations 
which were made by our Author, are the Parts 
which had the Good- fortune of not being thought 
to contain any particular Reflexions on that Family, 
and conſequently met with a very favourable Re- 
ception, v2. the chief Part of the Introductory 
Scene, the additional Character of a Comedian, the 
Diſpute between the Poet and the Politician, the 
Scene of Miſs Kitty in the Bar, and all the Songs. 
Now ſurely tis natural to believe, that if our Author 
had intended any particular Reflexions they would 
have appear'd in thoſe Additions which he made 
to the Piece: That they do not is evident; nay, 


in that Scene where the Miſtreſs of the Coffee- 


Houſe tells the Gentlemen 'T:s time to go home, the 
Reaſon ſhe gives for it in the Original is, That he 
Ladies Hour of meeting their Gallants there 1s come, 
and that her Livelihood and Profit depended moſt up- 
on that Branch of her Buſineſs. This our Author 
omitted as thinking it a too groſs Reflexion on 
Coffee-Houſes in general, and makes her give a 
Reaſon that is both innocent and prudent. Does 
it therefore look as if he had any Deſign of parti- 
cular Aſperſions when he was ſo tender of general 
ones? 

But it is ask'd, it ſeems, Wherefore is the Scene 
laid at Temple-Bar ? For no other Reaſon but as 
it is the Center of the Town, and the moſt likely 
Place for ſo many different Characters to meet at 
a time. 

But why is it a Mido and her Daughter that 
keep tlis Coffce-Houſe, if no body particularly is 

| meant? 
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meant? The Anſwer to this is eaſy, Becauſe the 
French Author makes it a Widow and her Daughter, 

For the Truth of all this he appeals to the Original, 
which will convince any one, upon the firſt In- 
ſpection, that he could not poſſibly intend thoſe | 
particular Characters he is accus'd of, when the Cha- 
racters which are ſo apply'd are, in every reſpect and 
throughout, the very Characters which were drawn 
by a foreign Author long ſince: Upon the Truth of 
this Point then the Charge againſt this Piece muſt 
intirely depend; upon this he intirely ſubmits it to the 
Deciſion of the Town, having printed the whole 
which was ſpoke in the Repreſentation, and flatters 
himſelf that thoſe very Gentlemen, who oppos'd it 
the moſt out of a Principle of defending particu- 
lar Perſons, as they apprehended, from Calumny, 
will now as readily and freely acquit the Author 
of having had any ſuch Intention. Nay, this he 
can truly ſay, That he has not the leaſt Ac- 
quaintance with nor Knowledge of the Perſons 
he is ſaid to characterize, having not been in 
that Coffee-Houſe but once in the ſpace of ten 
Years laſt paſt: And he is likewiſe told by many 
that the Characters in this Piece have not the leaſt 
Reſemblance to thoſe they are aſcrib'd to: But 
tis impoſiible to write any thing but may, in ſome 
Particular or other, be apply'd. 

In truth, what gave birth to the following 
Performance was, That the Town ſeem'd wil- 
ling to encourage little additional Pieces of this 
Kind; this induc'd our Author to the following 
Attempt, in order to be ſome way inſtrumental in 
ſubſtituting rational Amuſements in the room 
of Dumb Shew. What Merit 1t has, when con- 
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ſider'd in this Light, he ſubmits to the Town: 
He has only one thing to ſay, That Pieces of this 
Kind are made to depend more 2 on the 
Repreſentation, and muſt therefore plead for more 
Indulgence in the Cloſet ; not that — ſhould have 
thought worth while to have publiſh'd ſuch a 
Trifle, as it had no better Succeſs, but only to 
have an Opportunity of clearing it from Miſappre- 
henſion. 
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Lately Publiſh'd the following 
COMEDIES, TRAGE DIES, and OPERAS. 
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COMEDIES. 


The COFFEE-HOUSE. The Modern Husband. 
The Univerſal Paſſion. Don Quixote in England. 
The Man of Taſte, The Univerſal Gallantz or, The Dif- 


Diſeaſe. The Lottery. 

The Humours of Oxford. The Whim; or, The Miſer's Retreat, 

The Modiſh Couple. The Lover. 

vaſquin; a Nramatick Satire on the | The Coffee - Houſe Politician, 
Times. The Temple Beau. 

The Independent Patriot ; Or, Muſical | The Diſſembled Wanton; or, My Som 
Folly. get Money. 

The 1ntriguing Chambermaid. A Co- Love in ſeveral Maſques. 
medy. With an EPISTLE from the { The Author's Farce; and, The Plea» 
Author to Mrs. CLIVE, | ſures of the Town. 


The Mother-in-law, or the DoRor the | ferent Husbands. 


The Corniſh Squire. The Widow bewitch' d. 
Timon inLove or, the Innocent Theft. The Letter-Writers; or, a New Way 


The Proyok'd Husband. to keep a Wife at Home. 

The Miſer. The Old Debauchees, 
TRAGEDIES., 

KING CHARLES the Firſt, The Tragedy of Tragedies; or, Tom 

The Tragedy of Zara. Thumb the Great. 

Czliaz or, The Perjur'd Lover. Double Falhoodz or, The Diſtreſt 

Periander, King of Corinth, Lovers. 

The Fatal Extravagance. The Fate of Villany. 

The Virgin Queen, Scanderbeg. : 

Timoleon. : The Coveat-Garden Tragedy. 


OPERASwith the MUS IC K. 


The Beggar's Opera. The Jovial Crew, 
The Tunes to the Songs in the Beg- | Silvia; or, The Country Burial. 


gar's Opera, The Opera of Operas. 
Damon and Phiflida. Love in a Riddie. 
Achilles. The Village Opera. 
An Old Man taught Wiſdom ;z or, The | The Lover's Opera. | 
Virgina Unmask'd, i Momus turn'd Fabuliſt or, Vulcan's 
Trick for Trick. Wedding. 
The Plot, or Pill and Drop. The Fathionable Lady; or, Harlequin's 


Merlin; or, The Devil of Stone-Henge. Opera. 


he Livery Rake, and Country Laſs. Patie andPeggy; or, The Fair Foundling 


The Boarding-School, The Lover his own Rival. 
The Devil to Pay; or, The Wives Me- | The Chamber-Maid. 


tamorphos' d. The Quaker's Opera. 
The Merry Cobler; or, The Second | Robin Hood. 
Part of the Devil to Pay. The Generous Free-Maſon z or, The 
The Mock Doctor; or, The Dumb | Conſtant Lady. 
Lady Cur'd, Tumble-down Dick; or, Phacton in 
— or Union of the | the Suds, 
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In TWELVES. 


Dr. CROXALL's FABLES of A&ſop and Others. Newly done inte Englifh, 
With an Application to each Fable. II luſtrated with Cuts. 
garrit aniles 

Ex re Fabellas Hor, 

A SELECT COLLECTION of MOLIERE's COMEDIES, 
French and Engliſh, in EIGHT POCKET VOLUMES, neatly Printed 
on a Fine Paper, with a Curious Frontiſpiece to each Comedy. To which 
is prefix d a Curious PRINT of the AUTHOR, and his LIFE in French 
and Engliſh; Exttacted from Monſieur Bayle, Rapin, &c. 

A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HISTORIES. 
In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors in ſeveral Languages. 
Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before, All New Tranſlated and 
Compiled from the moſt Anthentick Originals. 

The WORKS of PETRONIUS ARBITER, in Proſe and Verſe, 
Tranflated from the Original Latin, by Mr. ADDISON. To which are prefix'd 
the Life of Pettonius, done from the Latin: And a Character of his Writings 
by Monſienr St. Evremont. l 

The VOYAGES, TRAVELS, and ADVENTURES of William Owen Gwin 
Vaughan, Efq; With the Hiſtory of his Brother Jonathan Vaughan, Six 
Years a Slave in Tunis, Intermix'd with the Hiſtories of Clerimont, Maria, 
Eleanora, and Others. Full of various Turns of Fortune, In two Volumes, 

The WORKS Of ANACREON, tranſlated into Englifh Verſe; 
with NOTES Explanatory and Poetical, To which are added the Odes, 
Fragments, and Epigrams of SAPPHO. By Mr. ADDISON. 

POEMS on SEVERAL OCCASIONS, With ſome SELECT ESSAYS 
in Proſe. In two Volumes. By JOHN HUGHES, Eſq; Adorn'd with Sculptures, 

The VOYAGES and AUbVENTURES of CAPTAIN TOLERT BOTLE, 
In feveral Parts of the World. Intermix'd with the Story ot Mrs. Villars, an 
Engliſh Lady with whom he made his ſurprizing Eſcape from Barberzz The 
Hiftory of an Italian Captive; and the Life of Don Pedro Aquilin, &c. Full 
of various and amazing Turns of Fortune, To which is added, The Voyage, 
Shipwreck, and Miraculous Pretetvation of Richard Caſielman, Gent. With a 
Deſcription of the City of Philadelphia, and the Country of Penſilvania, 

The TRAVELS and ADVENTURES of the Sieur JACQUES MASSE, 
Written Originally in French by Monſieur BAYLE, in Concert with Dr. Tins 
dall, Mr. Collins, &c. Being a very entertaining Account of his Arrival in an 
vnknown Country in Terre Auſtralis, after having ſuffet'd tuo Shipwrecks: Of 
the ſtrange Manners and Cuſtoms of the People: Of his curious Converſations 
with the Priefts, Judges, and with the KING himſelf, on the Subjects of Reli- 
gion, Trade, and almoſt all the Arts and Sciences: Ot his Pallage from the 


Southern Countries to Goa, where he was impriſon'd in the Inquiution; Of 


bis being taken by Pirates in his Voyage fiom thence to Lien; and of his 
Rauſom from Slavery, aud Arrival at London: Belides many other moſt 
diverting Incideats, which are very agieeably interſpers'd in the Narrative. 
The Works of Mr. Henty Needler; conſiſting of ORIGINAL POEMS, 
TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LETTERS, Nemo parum diu 
vixit, qui Virtutis petfectæ perſecto functus eſt munere, Cicero de contem- 
nenda Morte, The Second &dition, Publiſh'd by Mr. Duncombe. 
LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE, To which is prefix'd a paxti» 
culat Account of their Lives, Amouts, and Misfortunes, exttacted chiefly 
from Monſieur BAYLE, Tranſlated from the French, by the late } QOH N 
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Spoken by Mr. C IB B E R. 


14 HERE needs no Prologue to our Piece To-day, 
Itſelf is but à Prologue to a Play; 

A Groupe of Figures juſt chall'd out to View, 
Then left, ſome nobler Portraits to purſue. 

Our Coffee-Houſe is like a Limner's Rom, 
Where various Out-Lines land of all that come, g 
But none complete — ſome ſhapeleſs, headleſs ſome : 
Among/t theſe formleſs Forms there's one you'll ſee, 
Whom all will own is headleſs — that's poor ME : 
The other Draughts he juſt has touch'd and ſhawn, 
Are general fabled Characters, not one f 
Hung up in Effigy but Me alone: 
And what is till more hard, the cruel EFF 
Makes Me, like Monks in Lent, to ſcourge my ſelf. 

Howe'er, if you'll vouchſafe in Mirth to take me, 
The rattling mimick Thing he's pleas'd to make me, 
P11 bleſs the Satire, ſince my only Treaſure 
[s ſtill to be ſubſervient to your Pleaſure : 
But then this Boon I'd humbly crave, that You 
IWon't think it meet to treat me roughly too : 

But hald this anſwers not our Author's Ends, 
Anxious, *twixt Fear and Hope, he here attends, 
Wanting to learn if, gracious, you're inclin'd 
To favour his New Trifle. If you find 
What's worth your Notice, ſbetu it, Hope and Fear, 
Thy diff*rent Paſſions, have the ſelf-ſame Ear. 

IF haply then the Poet and the Player 
Hur gen'rous Approbation jointly ſhare, 
Hourly we'll toil, to ſhew your Smiles have Might 
To teach Me haw to play, Him haw to write. 


8882 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 
Harpie, a Scrivener. Mr. Griffin. 
Gaywood, an Officer. Mr. Winſtone. 
Hartly, a Gentleman of the Temple. Mr. Havard. ( 
Bays, a Poet. Mr. Macklen. 
Cibber, a Comedian. Mr. Cibber. , 
Puzzle, a Politician. Mr. Ray. 
Booſwell, a Fox-hunter. Mr. Harper. 
Bawble, a ſalemn Beau. Mr. Beard. 
Butterfly, @ pert Beau. Mr. Green, 
iſt Gameſter. Mr. Raflo r. 
2d Gameſter. Mr. Turbutt. 
Boy of the Coffee-Houſe. Mr. Leigh. 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Notable, @ Widow, Miſireſi of 
the Coffee-Houſe. f (Mrs. Grace. 


Ms Kitty, her Daughter. Mrs, Clive. 


HE 


T HE 


SCENE I. The TEMPLE. 


Eurer GAY WOOD awd HARTLY, mecting. 


GAYWOOD. 


AH! my dear Templer, well met: Why ſo pen- 
five pr'ythee? What, juſt come from nodding 
over Coke xpor Littleton ? 
Hart. No, Sir, I'm in a very different Courſe 
or Study at preſent. — But pray, Captain, what 
is your Buſineſs within our Gates? No Law-Afair, I truſt, 
leſs you are ſued for breaking Windows, and putting Wark 
men to flight. 

Gay. Nothing of that Nature, I aſſure you, Sir. l nc to 
ave a ſtrong Run againſt me at Hazard t'other Night, and was 
orc'd to have recourſe to old Harpie the Scrivener here for 2 
race of Hundreds, which I have been to repay him. 

Hart, With ſwinging Sauce to it, I'll warrant. 

Gay. Ay, ay, the old Raſcal has a ravenous Maw of his 
n. Bat come, let's take one Bottle, and drink Confu- 
on to Dice; for if I ever touch one again, May ! 


B Hart, 
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Hart. Hold, hold, pr'ythee don't ſwear it, for if thou doſt 
thou wilt be forſworn within this Half- hour. 

Gay. To prevent that come along with me to the Bottle. 

Hart. No, I'm going to meet ſome Company at dhe Coffee- 
Houſe. 

Gay. What, to the Widow's I ſuppoſe. —Ay, ay, I know your 
Company! Kitty is the only One you want to ſee there. Art 

thou ſnivelling after that puny Girl yet? For ſhame! a young 
Fellow of thy Senſe and Spirit to be in Love! 

Hart. In Love or not you muſt own, my dear Captain, ſhe's 
a delightful Girl, The Mother too has wiſely kept her pretty 
much ſhut up, and prevented her from any Freedoms with the 
young Fellows that come there: This indeed has given her a 
little Aukwardnels in her Behaviour; but no matter for that, the 
Huſly has natural Wit and Spirit enough, and a little good Con- 
verſation will ſoon poliſh her Manners. 

Gay. There's no great Fear of that indeed. 

Hart. Then her Fortune is not contemptidle ; ſhe'll have a 
Brace of Thouſands at lealt, and, let me tell you, that won't 
hurt a young Fellow who has little elſe but his own Induſtry to 


live upon; and I muſt own I have not Talents topuſh me forward 


in my Profeſſion. I have too honeſt, or at lealt too filly a Tem- 
per, to ſet People together by the Ears in order to pick their 
Pockets; I can't take a Fee of a Man, and do him no Ser- 
vice for it, but betraying his Cauſe to his Adverſary for another; 
I can't blacken and defame any one's Charactet in Publick mere- 
ly becauſe I'm paid for it; nor can 1 craftily abuſe and quutrel 
with thoſe at the Bar, whom I am in League and Friendfhip 
with every where elle. 

Gay. There I applaud thee. — But for a Gentleman to 
a Coffee-Man's Daughter — *Sdeath! 'tis a Scandal. 

Hart. Pha! Intereſt confounds all Diſtinctions of that kind; 
and if a great many Gentlemen had not marry'd Tradeſmen's 
Daughters, they muſt have been glad to have turn'd Tradeſimen 
themſelves for a Living provided they had Capacity enough, 
I mean. 


Gay. That's well provided, truly ! 

Hart. And pray, upon balancing the Account, * am I a 
Sutferer? I am a Gentleman, and poor; ſhe a Coffee-Girl, and 
rich; why, if I have her Money for my Gentility, troth, I think 
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"tis a good Bargain. Captain, you are my Friend, and mult 
aſſiſt me in this Affair. Old Harpie, that you are juſt come from, 
is my Rival you muſt know. 

Gay. Old Harpie your Rival ! 

Hart. Yes, and the Widow, as he is rich, makes no Diffi- 
culty of accepting the Propoſal. 

Gay. That old Compound of Politicks and Law to think of 
profaning ſuch a Girl as that! *Slife, let's go directly to the 
Coffee-Houſe, and cane the Knave round the publick Room, 
for he was going thither, when J left him, to meet ſome of his 
Brethren learned in the Gazez7e. 

Hart. No, no, Captain, we muſt work by Stratagem, and 
not by Storm. 

Gay. Come then, I'll go with thee, and in ſpite of his 
Quirks and Politicks both, we'll find a Way, Þ'll warrant thee, 
of blowing up the Traitor. [ Exemnns. 


SCENE II. 4 COFFEE-ROOM. 


The WIDOW in the Bar; BAUBLE a»d BUTTERFLY 
ſtanding by it, and ſeeming to talk with her. On one Side two 
Gameſters at a Table playing at Back-Gammon, and a Poet at 
another Table leaning on his Hand, with Pen, Ink, and Paper 
before him. On the other Side PUZZLE and HARPIE 
at 4 Table, with Coffee before them, PUZZLE ſmoking, and 
holding a Paper in his Hand. At the farther Eud BOOZ- 
WELL aſleep, in Boots and Spurs. 


; fe. Neighbour Harpie, you are quite ont in your Politicks, 
i ; 

Har. I believe not, Neighbour Pzzzle; and I' lay Fifty 
Guineas that there's nothing more done in Hungary this Year. 
Pur. | Flinging down his Pipe. ] You make me mad, Neigh- 
bout. — You know better, I ſuppoſe, than J do, when I have 
the Conſtantinople Gazette ſent me every Week. 

Harp. Ay Sir, but I have the Babylon Gazerre. 

Paus. You are very headſtrong, Neighbour. Why I have 
Letters in my Hands at this preſent Time which expreſly afficm, 
that the Grand Vizier is marching dire iy with Two hundred 
thouſand Men to befiege Belgrade both by Sea and Land. 

B 2 Harp. 
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Harp. Belgrade by Sea! Pray Sit, where did you learn your 
Geography ? 

Paz. Why, give me leave, give me leave, Neighbour : Is not 
Belgrade a Sea-Port Town, pray? 

Harp. Not that I know; or at leaſt 'tis very lately * 
one, if *tis fo. 

Paz. Sir, | underſtand the Map, and I will wager you a 
Diſh of Coffee that Mr. Bays yonder is of my Mind. 
Heark'e, Sir! Pray one Word with you, if you pleaſe, 
Mr. Bays. 

Bays. The Duce bad you all, for me | —— 'Tis impoſſible 
to write four Lines here in quiet; I have the fineſt Thoughts in 
the World continually drove out o' my Head by People's im- 
pertinent Chattering: When I am at home I can't be eaſy for 
a Pack of raſcally Duns, and when J flee here to avoid 'em I 
am interrupted in this manner. 

Harp. What, d'ye write Verſes in a Coffee-Houſe, Mr. Bays? 
a pleaſant ak” truly! 7 

Bays. Yes, and | wiſh you'd write Szb-pena's here, and not 
diſturb me with your Tarks and Tartars : Why, Sir, if they 
were all at the bottom of the Danube my Muſe would not ſing 
one Note the leſs for it. 

Pug. Well, well, Sir, don't be in Wrath. But pray inform 
us what your Lucubrations have a Reſpe& unto. | 

Baye. Why my Lucubrations, Sir, have a Reſpect unto the 
approaching Nuptials of my Friend Sir John Love-rhyme, and the 
virtuous Lady Toothleſt. J am writing, Sir, an Epithalamium up- 
on it. They ſtay to have it finiſh'd before they are marry'd; and, 
as Sir John is my Friend, I condeſcend to beſtow on him ſome 
of thoſe precious Moments which I ſhould otherwiſe employ 
upon Gods and Heroes. 

Harp. Sir John is likewiſe my Friend, and therefore I ſhould 
be glad to hear ſome of your Verſes. 

Bays. Ay, Sir, you talk like a reaſonable Man. When you 
ask an Author to repeat his own Works you do ſomething ; 
but to pollute the Streams of Helicon with dirty Politicks! —— 
Why, you may wrangle about your Politicks as long as Cave 
and Watts about the Hiſtory of China, for what any Body will 
be the wiſer or better for it. 

Harp. How ! Sir, do you abuſe Politicks? 
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Bays. Sir, I ſay that Poetry is 

Harp. Sir, I ſay that Politicks are every thing; 'tis the moſt 
noble of all Sciences, the moſt uſeful of all Arts, and the moſt 
gelectable of all Enjoyments. 

Bays. Hold, hold, Sir; and pray what becomes of Poetry all 
this while ? Poetry, that enobles the Mind, enlarges the Heart, 
refreſhes the Intelleas, poliſhes the —- 

Harp. Politicks, that governs Kingdoms, upholds States, * 
lances Empires, decides — 

Bays. Poetry, that ſweetens Sorrow, ſooths Paſſion, regu- 
lates the Senſes, feeds the Soul. 

Hap. And ſtarves the Body — whilſt Politicks — 

Bays. Sir, I ſay that a Politician is a muzzy, hum drum, ſtu- 
pid Animal, that buſies himſelf with Things he has nothing to 
do with, and neglects what belongs to himſelf the while; that 
is very knowing in the Affairs of R«ſia, and ignorant of what 
his own Family are about; and whilſt he's planting Colonies a- 
broad has à Pair of Antlers planted on his own Brows at home. 

| Paz. How, Sir! d'ye call my Wife a Whore ? 

| Bays. Sir, your Wife may be as chaſte as Lucretia for what 
I know; but I ſay that a Politician is 

Harp. Sir, I ſay that a Poet is a ſhabby, rhyming, impertinene 
Aſs; a Fellow that flatters the Living, and tells Lyes of the 
Dead; that talks of nothing but Heroes and Kings, and con- 
yerſes with no bady but Fidlers and Pick-Pockets; a mumping 
hungry Pimp, that's always crowding at other People's Tables, 
and —— 

Bays. Pimp! Pimp! that's not to be ſuffer'd. —— A Poet a 
Pimp! that is not to be put up. Sir, I'll have inſtant Satis- 


faction. Paper and Ink here— more Ink and Paper, I 
ſay. I' draw my Pen on you this Moment, Sir, and 


will write a Satyr in the modern Manner, that ſhall tranſmit 
you, your Relations, Friends, and Acquaintance, to all future 
Generations, as a Pack of Owls, Batts, Thieves, Scoun- 
drels, Ez cetera, et cetera, et cetera. 
[ Walking about in à great Rage. 
Paz. [ After a lung Whiff.) Hah! Genas irritabile Vatum ! 
Softly, ſoftly, good Mr, Bays, remember that Poetry ſooths 
Paſſion. 


Bays 
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Bays. Sir, I am in a Paſſion, and will be in a Paſſion, and 
my Pen is drunk with Gall, and I'Il vent it all upon that 
oy | 

Puz. Come, come, fit down, and let us hear your Epithala- 
mium, Mr. Bays. 
| Bays. No, Sir, this Animal here is unworthy of it. Beſides, 
T expe&t Mr. C:bber here this very Inſtant to hear me read my 
new Tragedy. 

Paz. Mr. Cibber, Sir! what, the Player? 

Bays. Yes, Sir. 

Paz. | Riſing.} Give me leave, Sir. 

Bays. What's the Matter, Sir ? 

. Pax. Sir, I beg you'll give me leave. I hope you don't 
think Iii be in a Room with a common Player of Interludes, 
I keep no ſuch profane Company. Here's for my Diſh of Cof- 
fee. — Unleſs, Widow, you forbid thoſe Players your Houſe, 
I ſhall be forc'd to torlake it. | 

Mid. Forbid the Players my Houſe, Sir! why, Sir, I 
get more by them in a Week than I do by you in ſeven 
Years. You come here, and hold a Paper in your Hand for 
an Hour, diſturb the whole Company with your Politicks, 
call for Pen, Ink, Paper, and Wax, beg a Pipe of To- 
bacco, burn out half a Candle, eat half a Pound of Sugar, 
and then go away, and pay T wo-pence for a Diſh of Cof- 
fee. I ſhonld ſoon ſhut up my Doors, if I had not ſome 
other good People to make amends tor what I loſe by ſuch as 
you, Sir. 

Bab. Ha, ha, ha! Well ſaid, Widow; ſmoke him, ſmoke 
him. 
Barter. Smoke him, ſmoke him, Widow. Ha, ha, ha! 

Fux. Ungratetul Woman! [I'll never enter your wicked 
Doors again. Neighbour, if you have a mind to takea 
ſober Pint this Evening, you know where to find me. 

[ Exit Puzzle. 

Harp. I'll follow you, Sir. [ Paying at the Bar, and 
freaking to the li id.] —— But heark'e me, Widow, where's 
my littie Kitty? Um. Shan't I ſee her again to-night, 
key? | 
Hd. To be ſure you ſhall, good Sir; ſhe's ſetting herſelf 


Harp. 
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Harp. Ods me! is ſhe indeed? Well, well, then I! but go 
to the next Barber's and get ſhav'd and powder'd, and I'll be 
here again preſently, O! 'tis a curious little Love! I am out 
of all Patience till I have her. I [Exit Harpie. 

Bays. 'Slidikins! why does not this Cibber come! I'm 
quite impatient to be reading ſomething.— But in the mean 
time, Pl finiſh my Epithalamium. [Sts down to write, 

1 Play. A Gammon, Sir ! 

2 Play. Sir, you play'd that wrong; 'twas Cinque 875 
not Cinque 

1 Play. Sir, I fay was Cinque Duce; there Sir, that was 
the Caſt, and I pltay'd my Men ſo. 

2 Play. Sir, I don't ſay you lye 
know. 

I Play. All I know is that 'tis a fair Gammon. 

[ Bawble ard Butterfly, who had been talking with the Wis 
dow at the Bar, leave her and come forward, and adjuſt 
themſelves at the Glaſſes. 

Bawh. Widow, this is an impudent Glas of thine; it 
makes my Face look as wither'd and yellow as a rivetl's 
Potato. Pr'ythee Bet one that will give a Man a better Oplaite 
of himfelf. 

Barter. What a Poltroon of a Peruke-maker have I got. — 
Here, Raſcal, a Comb here. — Tis a hard thing that a Man 
mult comb his own Wig ten times a Day. 

Bawb. Dear Barterfly, doſt hear the melancho!y News 

Bauer. what is the Matter, Bawble? — Tho 
I ſpend half my Fime in Coffee Rooms, I never ſee the Pa- 

_ 1 . 
"" Mind: We are all ruin'd! Poor Feronella, dear celeſtial Fas 
ronello's loſt 

Butter. Ay, ruin'd indeed. What can be done i in ſuch 3 
deplorable Caſe? Such a publick Calamity ! 

Bawb. Alas! we can do nothing but bewail our Misfor- 


tune. 
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What dire Misfortuue hath befel 
Each quav'ring Beau and tuneful Belle! 
Loft Faronello's killing Note, 
For Spain has caught him by the Throat : 
Far, far away 
He's ford to ſtay ; 
Killing, thrilling, 
Thrilling, lilling, 
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0! we're rain'd, loſt, nndone, 
Charming Faronello's gone 


Our Tears had ſcarcely ceai'd to flow, 
That Seneſino needs would ge; 
When flraight a heavier Loſs we rae, 
Dear Faronello's kidnap'd too. 
Faronello ! 
Seneſino ! 
Seneſino! 
Faronello ! 
0! we're ruin'd, loft, nndone, 
Both the Warblers, both are gone ! 


O cruel Spain! will nought ſuffice ? 

Will nought redeem this lovely Prize ? 

Take all our Ships, take all our Men, 

So we enjoy but him again: 
O ſend him ſtraight, | 
Our Nobles wait ! | | 
O ſend him quick, | 
We all are fick! q 

Ruin d, Lords and Commons all, 4 

From St. James's zo Guild-Hall ! J 

' 0 
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Butter. But, dear Pawble, we have one till finer than him 
to come, han't we? 

Bawb, Worſe and worſe; he poſitively refuſes to come, unleſs 
we give him a Thouſand a Year more than Faronello. — But 
he muſt have it to be {ure. 

Batter. To be ſure he muſt. Tol de rol. — Dear 
Bawble, I'm in the higheſt Plight in the World for th' A em- 
blie to Night. [Dancing up to the Back-Gammon Players, he 
throws down their Tables.) Hey! Gentlemen, what at fo pe- 
dantick a Game as Back Gammon? 

i Play. Slife, Sir, you have loſt me my Game. 

Butter. Tis poſſible I may, Sir. — Allozs, my Dear; for the 
Aſſemblee, fi vous plais. [ Exenut Bawble and Butterfly, 

1 Play. Well, Sir, I have won the Set, and ſo leave you to 
pay the Reckoning. LX ing up. 

Bays. What a Noiſe is here! There's no doing any thing. 

2 Play. No body ever play'd with ſuch ill Luck as I do. 
The Duce take the Dice for me! 

[ Flings the Dice away, and one of em ſirikes Bays on the 


Forehead. 
Bays. What d'ye mean by that, Sir? D'ye offer to inſult 


me? 

2 Play. don't care what I mean, Sir. — There's the Reckon- 
ing, Widow. [ Exit, 

Bays. Ye Powers! that Villain with his Dice has murder'd 
one of the fineſt Thoughts in the World. 

Cib. ¶ M ithout.] A Shilling's your Fare, Sir, and l'll give 
you no more. 

Bays. O! here's Cibber come at laſt. — I'm glad on't. 


Exter CI BBER. 


Cib. Hey! Boy, ſome Coſtee here. 
your molt obedient. — Widow, how doft do? 

Booſ. | Waking, aud yawning aloud.) La 

C:b. Ahah! old Sinner, how goes it? What drowſy already, 
Squize ? 

Hays. Sir, will you hear my new Tragedy read? 

Roof. Law! I have flept long enough already, Sir. 

Bays, | Shaking his lead.) A Brute, a fad Brute! 
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Booſ. What is it O'Clock? Ods my Life] paſt Nine. I did 
not think it had been ſo late, I vow. I muſt to Lebec#'s this very 
Inſtant, or elſe the Company will have ſupp'd before 1 come; 
and that would be very hard, Friend C:bber, for I am ſure 1 
have had no Dinner to-day, 

Cid. How! no Dinner, Squire, at Nine at Night, and half 
Seas over ! 

Boof. Why there were four jolly Blades of us, you muſt 
know, met at Six this Morning to ſet out for the Chace; but 
the Weather proving ſurly we &en ſat down to hunt the Glals, 
and there we have been faſting all the while till now, 

C:b. Ha, ha, ha! poor Booſwell, I pity thee, truly! 

Boof. Ay.— We have drunk but about five and twenty Bot- 
tles of Claret amongſt us all. The other Three I left under 
the Table, and came here to drink a Bottle of C:tron to drive 
away the Fumes of the Wine. I have taken a ſhort Nap, and 
am now ready to go-to't again. 

Cib. O brave Squire! Troth, thou art an heroick Champion, 
I have done ſome handſom Exploits of that kind my ſelf for- 
merly, but this is a Coup de Maitre. 

Booſ. For five and twenty Bottles to lie under the Table 
*Tis a Shame, Mr. C:bber; a ſneaking puling Trick, I ſay. O' 
my Conſcience there's no ſuch thing as Men to be found 
Lackaday ! lackaday ! the World declines greatly, grows worſe 
and worle every Day. 

Bays. Ay, ſo it does indeed, Sir; that's the Moral of my new 
Tragedy, here. 

Booſ. 1 keep up a little of the old Exgliſh Spirit and Vigor 
yet; but I muſt go like the reſt in time: However, I can bear 
a tight Tug or two more, little Cilber. Tisn't a Five-Bar 
Gate ſhall ſtop me, nor a Bumper or two knock me under 
the Table, nor a brisk young Laſs throw me out in the Chace. 


C 2 SONG. 
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Love and driak, Merry Mortals ; the Bonum of Man 
| 14 n kiſs the gay Laſt, and to quaff the full Can: 
| ' | Whilſt you live take your Fill of theſe Pleaſures Divine, 
| ; For the Grave is a Cellar that's woid of good Wine : 


1 The jolly bright Bumper fill drives away Care, 
And Sorrows all vaniſh at fight of the Fair. 
Then let Love and good Drinking be ne er found aſunder, 


But Cupid and Bacchus keep all the World under. 


Cib. Ha! old Jovial, give me thy Hand: Why, thou art a 
perfect Hercules. 

Booſ. Fare thee well, my Boy; thou art a true Cock, and I 
like thee; and I'll go directly and drink a Bumper, for thy ſake, 
to the Succeſs of the Stage. [ Exit, 
Bays. Well, Sir, now there's no body here but 

Cib. Sir! —— Well, dear Widow, how doſt do? Does Bu- 
ſineſs go on briskly, and Money tumble in upon thee apace ? 

. Mid. Why ay, Mr. Cibber, now you Players are come to 
F FP Town we begin to find things ſtirring again. All People that 


are upon the Publick miſs you mightily; for you don't only 
g | live 
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live freely your ſelves, but you are the Occafion of other Peo- 
ple's'doing fo too. 

Cib. Well ſaid, Widow. 

Bays. And pray don't you miſs us Poets too, Widow? 

Wid. Our Books miſs you, Sir. 

Bays. Pooh, pooh! what's that to the Purpoſe. But, 
dear Mr. C:bber, will you hear my Tragedy ? -— Pray let us 

in. Dramatis Perſone. Men. 

Cib. Yes, Sir. But where's little Ki#sy to-night, my dear 
Widow? Pr'ythee let's have a little Chat with her, woo't ? 

Mid. Theſe Men are all bewitch'd ſure; nothing but Kitty, 

Kitty, Kitty. 

Ci. Thou art an unconſcionable Woman, Widow. Conſider, 
my Dear, you have had your Run a long while, *tis time for 
thy Poſterity to come into Play now. Come, come, call my 
little Whipſter: Here, Airy ! Where att thee? 

id. I tell you, Mr. Cibber, ſhe can't come, nor ſhe ſhan'e | 
come. — She's new drefſing to receive Mr. Harpie, —— Ay, | 
pn get rid of her ſoon. 1'll marry her off once, and then I | 
ſhall be a little at caſe I hope. | 
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Cib. What, marry her to Harpie! if thou dare attempt it, 
Widow, I'll bring a Body of Playhouſe Dragoons, all Alexax- 
der's Army, and demoliſh thy Citadel for thee. 

Il id. 1 defy you, and all your Company, Sir. Tho you 
are ſo uppiſh, Sir, I have Gentlemen enow that will ſtand o' my 
fide; all the reverend Benchers to a Man, Sir. 


/ 
Cib. Ha, ha, ha! thou art a droll Dear. | 
| 
l 


Bays. For Apollo's fake, Mr. Cibber, — We (ball be inter- 


rt a IM ropted again by and by. — Pray hear me. Dramatis 
Perſone. Thunderboltero, Emperor of — 
d I Cib. Yes, Sir, a very good Name. — O dear Gaywood, and 
ke, my dear Hartly ! Serviteur, Servitexr . | 
xit. 
ö Enter GAYWOOD and HARTLY. | 
u- | 
Bays, | knew *twow'd be fo; I ſhall go diſtracted! 
to Heart, Cibber, I'm glad to ſce thes. What News from your 


hat Theatrical Empire? hey ! 
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Cib. Much the fame, Sir, as from the other great Monarchies 
of the World; one Day at War, and another at Peace; abu- 
ſing one another this Hour, and hugging one another the next; 
many private Parties, no publick Good; many different SeQs, 
very little Religion; every One for himſelf, and Heaven — 'm 
afraid not much to do with any of us. 

Gay. Ha, ha, ha! Why, 'ris your Buſineſs, you know, to 
repreſent the World. | 

Cib. Yes, and J am very ſorry "tis fo; for as People who 
mock others that ſquint, come to ſquint themſelves at laſt; fo 
the Follies we mimick on the Stage are apt to become real Ha- 
bits to us. [For my own Patt, now, I off the Stage as 
well as on fomctimes play the Fop, aud fometimes the Fool; 
am ſometimes ſober, and ſometimes drunk ; now and then have 
a Scantling of Wir, but ſeldom or never a Grain of Common- 
Senſe — or it I had I'm ſure it muſt be all my own. 

Hart. Why ſo? 

Cib. Becauſe few of our modern Authors are able to furniſh 
me with any. 

Gay. Thou art a merry Fellow, C:bher. 

Cib. And what's the worſe on't, the World generally judge 


of us too from the CharaQtcrs we play. Pm ſure I with our 


Poets were hang'd for giving me always ſuch ſcurvy Parts. 

Bays. Sir, I'll take care of you in my future Pieces. 

C:6. Sir, your very humble Servant. 

Har:. But pr'ythee, Ciller, have you nothing New coming 
out this Seaſon ? 

Cib. No troth, I hear of nothing yet. 

Bays. What's that you ſay, Mr. Cibber ? Have not you heard 
of my Tragedy? Not heard of my I ragedy, Sir? 

Cib. O yes! I have heard of a great many Things that would 
come out. ——— Why, Sir, if you was to ſee our Manager's 
Cloſer, what with unborn Tragedies, Comedies, Tragi-Come- 
dies, Operas, Farces, Dramatick-Satires, Dramatick-Tales, 
Dramatick-Ferformances, and ſo on, there's enough to ſupply 
all the Chandlers in Town with Waſte-Paper for a T welve- 
month. 

Bays. Yes, Sit, but my Tragedy will be put to another Ule, 
hope. 


Cib. 
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Cib. Very likely it will, Sir. 

Gay. Ha, ha, ha! What, Mr. Bays, may we hope ſomething 
from your excellent Pen? I thought you had been fo often 
damn'd by the ill-natur'd Town, that you had damn'd them by 
this time, and would write for *em no more. 

Bays. Why truly, Sir, I have been very ſcurvily us'd; ſome 
of my Pieces they have damn'd when ated, and others they 
would not ſuffer to be acted at all. But | muſt not bury my 
Talent for all that, Sir. —-—— Yes, Sir, I have got a I ragedy 
here, if I could but get any body to hear it read. Beſides, Sir, 
you ſhould fee other kinds of Things, if J could but get any 
body to print 'em. I have tranſlated, Sir, Homer's Battle of the 
Frogs and Mice; for I am excellent, you muſt know, at the 
Tranſlating of Ancient Authors; and I am at this preſent time 
turning /rrgil's MAueid into Greek Verie, for the Benefit of 
thoſe that don't underſtand Latin. 

Hart. a, ha, ha! A very uſeful and laudable Undertaking, 
truly, 

Bays. Dear Mr. Cibler, one Word with you; hear me read 
but one Speech, and I'll be ſatisfy'd. 

Cib. If you'll fit down at the next Table, Sir, I ſhall be 
highly delighted to hear it. 

[ They fit dotun at a Table, and Bays takes his Tragedy oat 
of his Packet, and ſeems to read with great Emotion, 


Gay. Well, Jack, now for Buſineſs, — Have you thought of 
any Scheme ? 

Hart. Yes, of a thouſand, but fix'd upon ne'er a one. 

Gay. Meeting with Cibber here has juſt ſtarted a lucky 
Thought. — He's a good-natur'd Fellow, loves a Piece of 
Merriment, and I'm ſure won't refuſe to aſſiſt us. 

Bays. Well, Sir, what d'ye fay to't now? I hope now you're 
ſatisty'd what I can do. 

Cib. O yes, Sir, that I was before. 

Bays. There's an excellent Part in it for jou, Mr. Cibber. 

Cib. True, Sir; but I detire you'd think of ſomebody fitter 
for it; my Talent lies more towards Comedy. 


Bays. 


„ „ 


16 THE COFFEF-HOUSE. 


Bays. And let me tell you, Sir, there's a good deal of Hu- 
mour in that Part, 

Cib. I believe indeed *twou'd make People laugh. 

Bays, Ay, ay, let me alone for that. And ſo, Mr. Cib. 
ber, your humble Servant; Gentlemen, your Servant; I hope 
you'll ſee, Gentlemen, that my Tragedy has Juſtice done it. 

[Exit Bays, 

Cib. The Town will take care of that, if ever it appears. 

Hart. But hark'e, C:ibber, we have an Affair upon hand that 
requires a little of thy Dexterity to accompliſh. 


C:b. Dear Sir, I'm intirely at your Service; I love to help out 
a Friend at a Pinch. 

Gay, Why the Buſineſs is to bubble old Harpie of his Miſtrefs 
here. | 

Cib. With all my Heart; ſuch aukward Knaves as he were 
made on purpoſe to be bubbled. 

Gay. I have thought of a Part for you. 

Cib. Any Part that you pleaſe, Sir; I'll try if I can hit it, 
D'ye want a ſage Politician, for inſtance, with a Face full 
of Buſineſs and a Head empty of Brains? Why, I muſt look, 
I ſuppoſe, with as much Conſternation as if a Houſe was on 
Fire about my Ears; ſhrug up my Shoulders, and ſhake my 
Head with great Significaucy ; moſt profoundly lay open the 
Myſteries of Government, and ſettle the Intereſts of all the 
Powers of Europe in a Trice; proclaim for a Certainty what 
never could happen, and whiſper for a Secret what never could 
be known. 

Hart. Ay, ay, very well. 

Cib. Or if you'd have a Man of Condition and Taſte, Gentle- 
men? — Why, I muſt put on as unmeaning a Face as any 
Lord of 'em allI reckon; take Snuff, giggle, hum an Opera Air, 
admire my own Shoe-Buckles, ſwear a Dozen or two of polite 
Oaths, and then turn on my Heel and cry, Hey for St. James's, 

Gay. Right, right, little Theophilus! Ha, ha, ha! 

Cib. Or if a folemn Doctor of Phyſick is the Thing, why then, 
I preſume I muſt deliberately apply my Cane to my Noſe with one 


Hand, and ſagaciouſly feel a Pulſe with the other; talk molt 
ſenten» 
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f Hu- ſententiouſly of Diagnoſticks and Prognoſticks, elaſtick Fibres and 


nervous Fluids, Syſtole and Diaſtale, Acid and Alkaline; then call 
for Pen, Ink and Paper, look extremely wiſe for half a Minute, 
ſcrible ſomething that no body can read, take my Fee with great 


; = ſeeming Reluctancy, then ſtep into my Chariot, and laugh at the 
it pe Fools I have fo egregiouſly chous'd. — Will this do, Gentle- 
| Bays, men, or would you have any thiog elſe? 

hs Gay. O Sir! this is all extremely well. But doſt think thon 
p * couldſt act a drunken Man now, as ſhould be? 


Cib. Why Sir, 'tis a Part I have play'd in earneſt before now, 
and as I am very ſober at preſent 1 don't doubt but I could do 
Ip out it as well in jeſt. 

Hart. Nay, I don't fear thee. 


Gay. But fee here comes our Chap, let us have a little Diver. 
ſion with him firſt, and then go and conſult how to chouſe him 
Were in earneſt. 


Euter HA RP IE adjuſting himſelf. 


Harp. Soh, ſoh, I think I make a pretty tolerable Appearance 
now; adad I ſhall look lovely in my little ſweet One's Eyes! 

7 [ Aſide. 

Cib. D'ye ſee how the ruſty old Raſcal is furbiſh'd up? He's 

come here a gallanting ; i'gad Pl try if I can't diſcompoſe his 

Harneſs a little. — Hah ! my moſt honour'd Friend Mr. Harpre ! 
you abroad at this time of Night! Thy Hand, old Gentleman. 


Harp. Your Servant, Mr. Cibber.——Sir, your Servant. — 
If you pleaſe to give me my Hand again, Sir am a little in 
halte at preſent, with your Leave, Sir. 

Cib. O! but, dear Sir, you muſt ſtay a little, and give me 
Leave to congratulate you upon your approaching Nuptials: 
Matrimony is a Thing of the higheſt homogeneous Nature, and 
ia which all the inberent and occult Qualities of Matter and 
Motion meet, as it were in a Center, and form a Corpaſculum 
of Genus and Species, according to the exacteſt Rules of Mode 
and Figure, Barbara Celarent Darii Ferio Baralipton. 


D Harp. 
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Harp. Why Sir, what the Duce is this you are ſaying? — [ 
have been liſtning with both my Ears, but can't comprehend a 
Word of the Matter. 

Cib. Why I was ſaying, Sir, as you obferve, that gold But- 
tons are certainly the genteeleſt Wear in the World Canbutton- 
ing his MWaſtecoat] as are theſe broad Hems to the Cravat, 
| Rumpling his Cravat.] This Wig too fits extremely well, and 


fits you to a very Hair. 
[Turning the hind-part of the Wig before. 


Harp. Gads budakins, Sir! what are you about? Let me a- 
lone. Here comes my Miſtreſs, let me go and Salute her. 


Euter KITTY. 


Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha 

Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! 

Hap. What the murrain has the Villain done to me? amus'd 
me with a Parcel of nonſenſical Trumpery, while he has pull'd 
my Clothes half off my Back. 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 

Kitty. Your humble Servant, Sir; Mother told me indeed 
that you was gone to new-drels, Ha, ha, ha! and truly a 
tempting Figure you make. 

Cib. Ha, ha, ha! Why yes, Madam, and I had the Honour 
of being his Valet de Chambre. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Harp. Ods-gizzard! d'ye make a Laughing-Stock of me? 
By St. Chriſtopher I'll be reveng'd; I', Pt —— Pl! teach you 
to play your Playhouſe Tricks upon me: Ay, and you, Cap- 
tain Flutter, and you too Mr. Whipſter. _— Pl! do you Thea- 
trical Juſtice, I warrant you; you ſhall have it o' both ſides 
your Ears. [ Exit. 

Kitty. Your Servant, Sir. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ones. Ha, ha, ha 
Gay. Well, Cibber, let us now leave the Turtles to bill a 


little by themſelves; in the mean time ſtep with me to next Door, 
where 
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where we'll take one F lask while I tell thee o- my Project.— 
You know where to find us, Hartly. 

Hart. I'll be with you preſently. 

{ Exexnt Cibber and Gaywood. 

Kitty. Well, I am glad they have-left vs alone, Mr. flartiy; 
I'm tranſported to ſee you, dear, dear Mr. Harty. 

Hart. Ay, my dear Kitty, but I muſt ſoon ſee you no more; 
you have at laſt conſented, I hear, to marrry old Harpze : Is this 
true, my Dear? 

Kitty, Why now how can I help it, Mr. flartiy? Mother 
vows ſhe'll turn me ont of Doors if I don't marry him. I had 
a thouſand times rather have you; indeed and indeed I had, 
Mr, Hartly; but 1 won't be turn'd out o' Doors tho'- 

Hart. And mult this dear Treaſure of Charms be a Prey to 
an old Wizard that can never know the Value of 'em, whilſt I 
muſt for ever be baniſh'd the Enjoyment of em? — Ah, Kit- 
ty, 1 ſee too plainly you have no Affection for me. 

Kitty. Indeed but I have then, and there's a Witneſs of it, 
[ Runs and kiſſes him.] and therefore let Mother marry me to 
whom ſhe will, when I am out of her Power we'll ſee one a- 
nother, and love one another as much, and as long, and as of- 
ten as you pleaſe. . 

Hart. But this won't ſatisfy me, my Dear. 

Kitty. Yes, yes, my Dear, I'll ſatisfy you, I'll warrant me. 

Hart. No, Kitty, I can't bear to think any other ſhould poſ- 
ſeſs your Perſon. 

Kitty. Poſſeſs my Perſon ! my Hand, you mean; for, * the 
the Stars, he ſhall touch nothing more of mine. 


Hart. But ſuppoſe I could find a Way of breaking off this 
Match, would you be glad of it, my Love? 


Kitty. Ay, to my Heart and Soul. Only you muſt not let 
Mother know that I conſented to't; for ſhe'd play the Vixen 
with me if ſhe did. You know, Mr. Hartly, ſhe has always 
kept me coop'd up like a Chicken, and won't ſuffer me ſo much 
as tO ſpeak to any of the Gentlemen that come here. 

Hart. I know it, my Dear. 


Lip. No truly, it ſpoils Girls, ſhe ſays, and makes em 
D 2 Witty; 
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witty; and ſhe hates that | ſhould be witty, you muſt know, 
Bur no watter for that, I know more than ſhe thinks I do. She 
may pretend this, and that, and *tother ; but the only Reaſon ſhe 
won't let me come amongſt the young Gentlemen is, that ſhe 
may keep 'em all to herſelf. | 

Hart. You are in the right on't, my Dear; but I would not 
be ſo us'd, Kizty; and if things came to an Extremity, I would 
abſolutely refuſe to marry that Wretch. 

Kitty. By the Stars, ſo I will; and if Mother turns me out 
of Doors I'll come and live with you, Mr. Hartly. 

Hart. No, that won't do neither, unleſs you could bring the 
Fortune too. [ Afede. 

Kitty. But here comes Mother; be ſure you don't ſay a Word 
to her that I love you. 

Hart. No, my Dear, I muſt leave thee for the preſent to go 
and concert Meaſures with Gaywood and Cibber. Dear Kitty, 
farcwel. 

Kitty. Good-b'ye, dear Mr. Hartly; T am ſorry I can't kiſs 
you again — but Mother would fee me, if I did. 

Hart. I hope, my Dear, we ſhall ſoon be able to do it with- 
out Fear. [Exit Hart, 

Kitty. I hope fo too, Mr. Harth, and the ſooner the better. 


Euter WIDOW. 


Ja So, Mrs. Pert, what are you got into the Coffee-Room; 
and talking to a young Fellow here, when I am out of the 
way ? 

_ &::ty. I beg your Pardon, Mother, there, for 'twas he talk'd 
to me now. 

{/*:4, And pray what's become of Mr. Harpie? I thought he 
had been here. 

Kitty. Yes, he has been here, Ha, ha, ha! and made ſuch a 
comical Ligure, Ha, ha, ha! that I almoſt burſt my Sides with 
jinghing at him; he's gone to new-rig himſelf 1 ſuppoſe, but, 
Thanks be prais d, he laid nothing to me. 


way 


1a, 
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id. What d'ye mean by that, Huſſy? Do you ſpeak ſo 
dightingly of a Man that you are going to be marry'd to? You 
mou'd have ſaid you were ſorry that he had not ſpoke to you. 

Kitty. What, would you have had me told a Lye then? 

Vid. How! what's all this? You don't love him then it 
ſeems. 

Kitty. Love him, Mother ! 

Mid. Yes, love him, Daughter. 

Kitty. No, not I indeed, 

Widow. No! 

Kitty. No; you have often told me I muſt not love Men; I 
always do what you bid me, Mother. 

Mid. Yes, but you ſhou'd love this Man, becauſe he's to be 


your Husband. 
Kitty. Then 'tis neceſſary for one to love one's Hasband, 


is it ? 


Haid. Yes to be ſure, Miſtreſs. 

Kitty. I deſire you'll give me ſomebody elſe for a Husband 
then, or elſe I'm ſure I ſhall never love him. 

Mid. And why ſo, Mrs. Impudence? 

Kitty. Why didn't he make me love him, if he cou'd? who 
hinder'd him? I know ſomebody elſe that made me love him 
preſently. 

Vid. Oh ho! is that the Caſe? Some fluttering Coxcomb or 
other then has turn'd your Head for you, has he? What, I ſup- 
pole pretty Beau Bawble that comes ſant'ring and whiſtling here 
every Day. 

Kitty. He, Mother! that makes Love to no body but 
imſelt, and ſtands with Arms acroſs for Hours together ſim- 
pering at his own ſtupid Face in the Glaſs. What could he do- 
with a Wife, d'ye think? He's fitter to make a Chambermaid 
of, than a Husband. Ha, ha, ha! I ſhould love my Siſter as 
ſvon, indeed now. 

Mid. What, is it he that comes ſtrutting about here, and 
takes up half the Coffee- Room with his ſwinging Carcaſe ? 

Kitty, Who, that Bragadocio, who thinks himſelf a Man of 
Quality becauſe he gets drunk with' em? No, Mother, I can't 
abide him indeed. 


Mid 
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Ii id. What, the ſpruce young Mercer then, is it; that makes 
Sheeps-Eyes at you every Day, and ſpends more Time here than 
he does in his Shop? 

Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! naw you make me laugh indeed. Such 
a prim ſpeechleſs Mortal as that, who comes ſtalking up and 
down the Room by equal Paces, employs one Hand in playing 
with his pleated Cravat, whilſt the t'other dangles by his Side 
like a Pendulum; ſtares at one for an Hour as if he could ſwal- 
tow one, and then glides out of the Room like a Ghoſt, with- 
out opening his Month. I vow and proteſt I'd as ſoon be mar- 


ry'd to our Dumb-Waiter. 


Mid. Oh! it is Mr. Hartly, I ſuppoſe, that you was talking 


with juſt now. 

Kitty. Mr. Hartly 

Wid. Yes, Mr. Hartly; ean you find no Faults in him now, 
hey ? 

"ui No, indeed can't I; why ſhould I find any ? 

Nia. Very well, Miſtreſs, and fo you prefer a pitiful young 
Fellow, with a handſom Perſon and a littie ſtarving Wit, to a 
Man of Mr. Harpie's Wealth and Gravity. 


Kitty. To be ſure I wou'd. — Wou'd not you your ſelf now, 


Mother ? 
Mid. Huſſy, Huſly ! have I been at the Expence of bring- 


ing you up, to fling you away upon one that can't maintain 
you? 

Kitty. Oh! he'll pay you that again : Beſides, you have given 
me a topping Education truly! Do you thiak I am fo blind as 
not to fee that you have done all you could to make a Fool of 
me? Pm aſham'd on't, I tell you; for I an't a Fool, and won't 
paſs any longer for a Fool, | 

Wid. O fine! and you want to be learning of your Young- 
ſter, d' you? 

Kitty. Yes, indeed do I; 'tis he that taught me all Ido know, 
and I'm more oblig'd to him than to you, for that matter. 

id. Huſſy, I've a mind to box your Ears for your Impy- 
dence. —— But ſee, here's Mr. Harpie coming again, take care 
you behave as you ſhould, — or I ſhal! male you re- 


— it. 
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Enter HARPIE. 


d. Your Servant, Mr. Harpie! Here is my Daughter who 
is overjoy'd to ſee you, and is ready to be jours whenever you 
will do her the Honour. 

Kitty. [Afide.) Don't lye, Mother. 
Honour, truly ! 


Mid. Huſh ! you Slut. 
Harp. [Aſide.] I profeſs I am at ſome Loſs how to addreſs 


her, whether in Law or Politicks, for I am equally good at ei- 
ther; but | think Law is the moſt ſublime of the two, and belt 
adapted for ſach Occaſions. Madam, as all Vaſſals are 
oblig'd to take an Oath of Fealty and Allegiance to the Lord of 
the Seignory, before they can take Poſſeſſion of the Premiſes 
made over to them in Fee, ſo I now come, in quality of your 
unworthy Vaſlal, to vow perpetual Fidelity and Homage before 
J enter upon the Poſſeſſion of the Fee- Tale of your Beauties. 

Wid. Come, Kitty, why don't you anſwer? 

Kity. Anſwer him! I don't know a Word that he ſays. Let 
him anſwer himſelf, if he underſtands himſelf. 

Mid. O! you Baggage. [Aſide.] — Sir, my Daughter ſays 
ſhe's extremely oblig'd to you, and that the Dominion of your 
Heart is the higheſt of her Ambition. 

Harp. My Heart, Madam, is an Immoveable which you have 
had an abſolute Title to from the very firſt Moment that your 
lovely Eyes took forcible Poſſeſſion of this Tenement. 

Wid. What, are you dumb, Huſſy? [ Aſide. 

Kitty. Lackaday, Mother! what have I to do with his Te- 
nement ? 

Hid. You muſt excuſe her not anſwering your handſom 
Compliments, Sir; *tis a ſheepiſh Girl, but Matrimony will 
cure her of that. 

Harp. O! Matrimony is a moſt divine Thing, you need not 
de atraid of it, my little Charmer. 


A high and mighty 
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Yes, Marriage ſure muſt be divine, 
Becauſe in Heav'ꝝ tis made; 

Then let the Man I love be mine, 
And ſee if I'm afraid: 


Some youthful Swain that's kind and true, 
Who can ſing, dance, and play, 
And pleaſe me Night and Day : 

But ſure that can't be you, 

But ſure that can't be you. 


"Tis tedions Work to lie alone, 
And dream of This and That; 
Then, dear Mama, pray give me One 
To —— P/ha — why, you know what 2 
Then Il to him prove kind and true, 
Pl kiſs him, aud careſs, 
'i hag him, and embrace; 
But that fhall ne er be you, 
But that ſhall ne er be you. [ Exit Kitt). 


Harp. What, is the gone ? She's very hard-hearted, I pro- 
I am aſtouiſh'd how ſhe can hold out fo long againſt the 
furious Aſſaults I make upon her. I find Law does not do ſo 
well, Pl try her with Poliiicks next time. 


Wi. 
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Vid. O Sir! you muſt not mind a young Girl's Refuſal, they 
very often ſay No, and take it. 

Harp. Ay, ay, why 'tis the Way of em: But ſuppoſe I was 
to make her a Preſent now of a gold Watch, or a Snuff- Box, 
or a Pair of Ear- rings, or, or d'ye think that wou'dn't 
mollify her a little, Um? 

id. Why ay, we Women, Mr. Harpie, love dearly to have 


a Bird in Hand, for that matter. 
Harp. Ads my Life! Il do it to-morrow Morning; T' buy 


2 whole Cargo of Trinkets to pleaſe her. But Pm in doubt 
whether I ſhall go to Deard's, or to Pinchbechs: Why I think 
Pinchbeck's Baubles look as well as other's, and they're a great 
deal cheaper, Pm fare. Ay, PIt go there: She ſhall be hung all 
over like an [zd/an Prieſteſs; ſhe ſhall want for nothing, n 
warrant her. 

H id. Nay, if you ſay ſo, Mr. Harpie, ſhe'll be yours to- 
morrow ; and what's more, ſhe ſhall be yours to-morrow. 
Ads my Virtue ! ſhall a little chitty-Face Slut think to be No- 
ſing me for ever here, and putting me out of Countenance with 
Mother, and Mother, in all Company? Sir, your Servant, I'll 
go in and bring Matters to bear, PM warrant, or I wiſh I may 
for ever live in the deteſtable State of Widowhood, that's all. 

[Exit Widow. 

Harp. Soh! Soh! now Things go as they ſhould, - Ay, 
ay, I thought I ſhould find out ſome Way of coming at her. 
See what tis to be a Politician now. Your great Politicians al- 
ways get the better of every Oppoſition ; in bore, Politicks is 
the Paſſe-par-tout of Fortune. * 


Enter CIBBER diſgnis'd, and pretending to be drank.” 


Cib. Oh Sir, are you here? Your very humble Servant. Linterrupt 
your Converſation perhaps, as you are quite alone ; but no mat- 
ter for that, I am told that your Name is Harpie, Sir: Is i it true, 
or is it not true ? 

Harp. Yes, it is true, Sir. What does this drunken 
Puppy want of me ? | LAK. 

Cib. Sir, I have been in every Tavern, Coffee-Houſe, and 
Bagnio in Town to look for you; but as you wasn't there, I 
didn't find you there; upon which I went to take a little Re- 
freſument, but moderately, very moderately, I aſſure you. 
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Harp. Yes, ſo J perceive. 

Cib. Moderation is a glorious Thing — a very glorious 
Thing. 

Harp. Very true; but what's this to me, Sir? 

Cib. Why, Sir, whether you know it, or not know it, I am a 
Recruiting Captain, Sir, and I am come to Town here to fill 
up my Company; during my Stay for that purpoſe, I ſpend the 
chief of my Time in the Tavern, to make my Obſervations on 
the preſent War. | 

Harp. Oho! d'ye Sir? And your Obſervations are of great 
Benefit to the Publick, no doubt. | 

Cib. Why, Sir, if I was General of an Army, and might 
act as I wou'd, I've a Plan in my Head to conquer all Europe 
in one Campaign : Pray obſerve me a little. I wou'd have two 
Armies, one in the South, and t'other in the North; with one 
of theſe I'd march directly through Frauce and Germany, and 
begin the War with deſtroying all the Vineyards in both theic 
Countries, Now when they have no Wine, you know, how 
the Duce ſhould the Raſcals live? There would be a horrible 
Mortality in their Army at once, and ſo of courſe I ſhall be 
Maſter of thoſe Countries, d'ye ſee. Brave! Next march we 
to Holland; no, no, hold. I believe it would be better to con- 
quer Tarkey firſt, What think you of it, hey * Along, my 
brave Boys, we ate in Greece already. Slife! how we'll tipple 
delicious Cyprus Then for the 

Harp. Hold, hold, Sir, you'll be out of Breath; you have 
made a very extraordinary Campaign alrcady. 

Cib. Ay, this is making War ſomething like; this is doing 
Buſineſs. 

Harp. Yes, Sir, here are a great many Countries ſoon con- 
quer'd, indeed; you intend your Army ſhould ride Poſt, I ſup- 
poſe, or elſe you could not march thro' half of them in the 
Time. But pray, Sir, is this all the Bulineſs you have with 
me ? 

Ci. Why, Sir, being oblig'd to ſtay longer than I expected 
in this extravagant Town, 1 am a little ſtraiten'd in Caſh, and 
I ſhould be glad if you could ſpare me ſome upon this curious 
Brilliant here. 


Harp. 
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Harp. Hey ! let me ſee. Ods my Heart! this is a lovely Stone. 
What a precious Preſent this would be to Kitty now; I'll ſee if 
can't chouſe the drunken Rogue of it. [ Afide.}] —— Sir, 
I' venture five Pieces upon it, if you pleaſe. 


Cib. Five Pieces, Sir! I'd ſooner 'twere at the bottom of the 
Black Sea, No, I Il go play it at Picquet againſt twenty Pieces 
with the firſt Comer. I hate to be trifled with, Sir. 


Harp. Odsbud! J muſt not loſe this Opportunity; he's pure 
drunk, and may eaſily be bubbled. [46 we.] — Sir, if you are 
for Play I am your Man. 


Cib. Are ye ſo, my Dear? I like yon now; give me thy 
Hand, old Boy. Slife! Pl! get thee all the Buſineſs of our Re- 
ziment; you ſhall gather in all the Rents, and draw up all the 
Marriage-Writings which we have occaſion for in the Army. 


Harp, I thank you, Sir; but I believe both the Rents and 
Marriages of you Military Gentry may eaſily be adjuſted with- 
out many Writings. 

Cib. Well, Sir, now let's go in, if you pleaſe, and fall to 
Buſineſs. 


Harp. With all my Heart, Sir. — I've got the Aſs by the 
Pridle; Ill hold him faſt, adod! [ Aſide. 
[ Exennt, 


Enter KITTY. 


Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! I can't help laughing for the Life and 
Heart o me; I ſhall certainly burſt my Perticoat-Strings ! There 
is Mother within, routing out all my Clothes, picking out all 
my lac'd Caps, and packing up all my beſt Shifts to be ready as 
ainſt I am to be marry'd to Mr. Harpie to-morrow, when - ſhe 
oes not know now that I won't have him, Ha, ha, he! How- 
ver I am glad ſhe has left the Coffee-Room to me a little; by 
he Stars! I'll get into the Bar. [Gezs into the Bar.) Lah! how 
pure it is to ſit here, and have all the fine Gentlemen crowding 
bout one, one ſaying This, and another ſaying That; one do- 
ng one pretty Thing, and another another pretty Thing; Lah! 
don't wonder Mother loves it; I wiſh ſome of em wou'd 
ome in now, with all my Soul, for I want furiouſly to be do- 
g. Here, Thomas, what's at the Fire there ? Is every thing 
ET 3 in 
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in Order, the Gentlemen will be coming from the Tavern pre- 
ſently. Make ſome freſh Coffee, d'ye hear me, Booby; and 2 
Pot of the fine T'ea with the hard Name, that Mother keeps 
for her own drinking ; for, by the Stars, I'll have the beſt of 
every thing ! 

Boy. You ſhall, Mrs. Kitty. 

Kitty. Mrs. Kitty! I aſſure you, Mr. Freedom. 
why not Madam, Saucebox? —O Here comes ſomebody. 


And 


Erster GAYWOOD pulling in BAYS and BAWBLE. 


Gay. Ha, ha, ha! Nay, but thou ſhalt ſtay, Baule, and 
hear my Story; and ſo ſhalt thou too, Bays; twill make thee 
an Epiſode for thy next Play. 

Bays. I thank you, Sir, but I never borrow a Thought from 
any body; I ſcorn to have any Aſſiſtance, I aſſure you; 1 would 
not mix a Verle of any other Man's with mine if you'd give 
me the Univerſe: 

Gay. I here thou'rt in the right, Bays, for thou canſt meet 
with none that will mix with 'em, I'll be ſworn. 

Kitty. Your Servant, Sir; your Scrvant, Gentlemen: Wil 
ye pleaſe to drink any thing, Gentlemen; freſh Coffee, Tes 
Chocolate, or a Dram of any thing this Evening, Gentle 
men ? 

Boy. Madam, you ferget we muſt not ſell Drams. 

ITitiy. Hold your Tongue, Booby ; U11 ſell Ratsbane, if | 
plcaſe. 

Gay. Ahah ! what, my dear Kitty in the Bar? This is a M. 
racle indeed! I mult give you Joy of this, Kitty. [Kiſſes ber 

Kitty. Thank ye, Sir. Curiſying lu 

Gay. Come, Bays; what, a Poet and ſheepiſh 

Bays. Madam, permit me to taſte the Odours of thoſe Cele 
ſtial Lips. [King ber.] Not all the Flowers in the Theſſala 
Fields, nor India's ſpicy Gales, can vie with 'em in Fragranc: 

Gay. Poctically perform'd in troth, little Bays, — Bau 
what now? 

Bau. Sir, I muſt beg leave to defer it till another Opport 
tunity, my pertum'd Sugar-Plumbs are all gone —— Not ba 
that my Breath is as ſweet as the Morning, but 'tis not u 
Cuſtom. 
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Bays. A Diſh of Coffee, Boy; and your Story, Ms. Geye 
wood, for I want to be diſmiſs'd. 

Kitty. Coffee here, preſently! Don't you hear, Booby ? He 
does not know what he's about, ſure. Let me ſee, let me come. 
[Goes ont of the Bar.] Why, thou doſtn't underſtand thy Buſi- 
neſs, Blockhead. ¶ Filling out Coffee.) There, do you ſee now 
how ſoon I can do it? There's your Coffee, Sir. Will you 
pleaſe to have any thing elſe, Sir ? 

Bays. Madam, you bring ten thouſand Bluſhes into my Face 
to ſee thoſe fair Hands, which ſhould be only employ'd in ſa- 
cred Rites, be profan'd by miniſtring Coffee to me. 

Gay. Now they are profan'd, as Mr, Bays ſays; let me have 
a Diſh from them too, my Dear. ; 

Bawb. And for me. — A Pinch of Orangerie. 

Kitty. You're very welcome, Sir; you are mighty welcome, 
Gentlemen. [ Filling out Coffee.) Egad ! ! I think I do wondrous 
well! Mother may ſay what ſhe will, but, by Japiter, I ſhould 
bring more Buſineſs to the Houſe than ſhe does. There's your 
Cotfee, Captain. | Givimg him the Coffee. ] And there's your 
Snuff, Sir; and now let, me hear your Story, Captain; for I 
love dearly to hear Stories from Captains and Colonels; and ſo 
all we Women do, for that matter. 

Gay. Oh! my Dear, this is only a little Extravaganza: We 
were half a Dozen of us at the Tavern together, when two or 
three of the Company made a little Excutrſion, and happen'd to 
crack a few Glaſs Lamps, and two or three Watchmen's crazy 
Crowns, upon which they were purſued by a whole Army of 
Watchmen quite into the Room where we were drinking ; at 
firlt Entrance we preſented them with a Bumper apiece; they 
drank it off, and then began to be clamorous again; another 
Bumper, not quiet yet; 4 larger {till, and ſo one after another 
till they quite forgot what they came there for, and fo fell out 
among themſelves, and drubb'd one another heartily; upon 
which the Conſtable, who was moſt drunk of all, order'd them 
to the Roxnnd-Hoxſe as Diſturbers of the Publick Tranquillity. 
Ha, ha, ha] A pleaſant Scene enough, hey, Bays? 

Bays. So, ſo. -— But not a Subject worthy my Pen, Sir. 

Bawb. Ay, very well! bien drole ! Tating Sunff. 

Kitty. Ha, ha, ha! What charming merry Livestheſe Men live, 
Dy the Stars! I ſhould like ſuch Doings my ſelf; gallant all the 

Day, 
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Day, drink all the Evening, ſcour the Strects all the Night, break 
Lamps, knock down Watchmen, and make the Conſtable, 
drunk; rare, by the Stats! This is what they call Raking, isn't 
it, Captain? 

Gay. Yes, Child. 

Kitty. Well, *tis charming being a Rake. — And is Mr. Hart- 
ly a Rake, Captain? 

Gay. Now and then, Kitty, as the ſobereſt of us are. 

Kitty. I am glad of it; I ſhall like him ten thouſand and ten 
thouſand times the better for it: And, by the Stars, I'll rake 
with him; and we'll play the Duce and all, once we're got to- 
gether. 

Bawb. [ Taking Snuff. ] Hah! a promiſing forward Sprig, 


truly. 
Gay. But Kitty, had not you better make choice of a Beay, 


Child? — Here's Mr. Bawble now —— 

Kitty. O foh! I hate a Beau. — A ſmooth, inſipid, tawery, 
humming, loitering, do- nothing Thing! He would be only fit 
to be ſet up in one's Chamber like a China- Image, for Shew. 


S ON G. 
Set by Mr. CAREY. 


. | 8 
b 1 2 — Tr 
* de n TT - 
* 9 — IE -_ 
— — I 71 


FI 


r „ * WY 2 a Ty 1 
PER Sl = 


How brim-fall of nothing's the Life of a Beau? 
They've nothing to think of, they ve nothing to dv; 
Nor they've nothing to talk of, for — nothing they know 2 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. A 
| r 
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For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſo Air; 
Spend the Morning in nothing bat curling their Hair; 
And do nothing all Day but Sing, Santer and Stare : 

Sach, ſuch is the Life of a Beau. 


t, break 
onſtable. 
2, isn't 


Fur nothing at Night to the Playbouſe they croud, 
For to mind nothing done there they always are proud, 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk — nothing alexd: 


T. Hart- 


and ten Such, ſuch is the Life of a Bean. 

*11 rake 

1 For nothing they run to th Aſſembly and Ball; 

1 Sprig And for nothing at Cards a fair Partner call, 

a Fir they ſtill muſt be beaſted whi've — Nothing at all: 

a Beau, . Sach, ſuch is the Life of a Bean. 

tawdry, Fir nothing on Sundays at Church they appear, 
on fit For they've nothing to hope, nor they ve nothing 79 ſear; 5 
new. » 


They can be nothing no where, who — nothing are heres 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau, 


Bat I muſt be gone, for if Mother ſhould come and catch me 
ere I ſhall be knock'd o' the Head. [ Exit. 
Gay. D'ye hear, Bawble, what a contemptible. Opinion ſhe 
as of you Beaux ? 

Bawb. Spite, Spite, mere Malice! The Women hate us, 
Man, only becauſe we'll have nothing to ſay to em. For my 
Part, F make no other uſe of the Fools than to gallant their Fans 
nd play with their Snuff- Boxes. 


32 THE COFFEE-HOUSE, 


— 


$ O N G. 
Set by Mr. HENRY BURGESS, jun, 


Learn all from me to treat the Fair, Ry 
And bow their Pride to ſtem; C 
For if for me they do not care, I'll 
No more care I for them, H. 
Ci 

Amidſt a thouſand Belles I rove, _—_ 7 
And a true Beau ſtill am I; I hay 
For if to me they yielding prove, | Dian 
From them Pm ſare to fly. 1 — 
Euter WIDOW. woo 

Ch 


id. Gentlemen, 'tis paſt One o' Clock; I hope you think . Si, 4 
time to go home. | 
Gay. Go home, Widow, why fo ? Ha 


id. If you muſt know, Sir, I'm for ſaving Fire and Cu Gay 
dle, and not burn and burn here all Night for nothing. If in yo 
had no other Income brt what you and your Companions ſpend — 

au 


all the while, I could not afford a Ruſh-Light in a Week: 
| There 
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There's you T'wo, for Example, have owed me Money above this 
Four Year, and talk no more of paying me than if you had been 
quarter'd here. 

Bays. Madam, I have-a Tragedy coming on this Winter ; you 
ſhall certainly be paid in Tickets for my Benefit. 

Gay. As for me, Widow, I have ſtraiten'd my ſelf ſo 
much, by ſupplying the Emperor with Money to carry on the 
preſent War againſt the Tzr&s, that I can promiſe for nothing 
till a Peace is made. | 

Mid. Excellent Security this for my Money, indeed. 

Baub. And for my Part, Widow, thou canſt not accuſe 
me of being in thy Debt, for, choke me, if I ever drank any 
thing in thy Houſe in my Life! 

Mid. No, Sir, you only help to fill up my Room, and make 
a Shew in it, for which my Snuff- Box has been always at your 
Command, vir. 


Enter HARPIE and CIBBER. 


Gay. Ha, ha, ha But here come our Gentry; now 
for the Diverſion. [ Afide. 

Cib. Sir, you owe me a hundred Guineas, — Pay me. 
I'll play no more. 

Harp. How, Sir! won't you give me my Revenge? 

Cib. *Sdeath! Sir, what d'ye mean? I beat you at Picquet; 
you demanded your Revenge at Cribage, and I gave it you. 
I have only won a hundred Pound of you, and I ventur'd my 
Diamond Ring againſt that, which is worth two hundred at leaſt, 


| ſo that, in effect, I am a hundred Pound Loſer at laſt. 


Harp. Oho! Sir, you talk veryglibly, methinks, for one that 
was ſo drunk not a Minute ago. 

Cib. O Sir! 'twas winning your Money ſobet'd me. Come, 
Sir, Right Reckonings make good Friends ; pay me this Moment, 


or I'll run you thro? the Body. 
Harp. Gentlemen, for Heav'n's ſake lay hold of the Madman] 


Gay. How Sir, do you inſult my Friend, Mr. Harpie? | 
am your Man, Sir. [They draw, and pretend to fight. 


__ © Swords drawn! | Both fleal off, 


F Wd, 
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Mid. For Heav'n's ſake, Gentlemen! pray forbear, Gentle- 


men, I ſhall be undone. 


Cib. How, Villains! Two againſt One! — — Oh! I an 


wounded! I am murder'd! A Surgeon here, preſently. 
Gay. So, now I mult retreat. 


ruin'd tor ever! Mr. Harpie, you have undone me. 


Enter HARTLY. 


Hart. What is the meaning of this Uprore? What, Captain 
Beauclair ! My dear Couſin, how came you in this Condition? 

Cib. Oh, Coulin! 1 am dying; that Villain of a Scrivene, 
and that batbarous Woman, are the Occaſion of it. For Hes: 
ven's ſake let me be carried home this Moment. 
Hart. A Chair directly, and put him into it. | Cibber carried 
off in a Chair.] — Very well, Sir, and ſo you have murder'd 
my Relation, have you, Sir? But you ſhall pay dearly for it, 
[Zo Harpie.] — Without there; Forter, call a Conſtable this 
Moment. 


Harp. How I tremble with the Fright! I wiſh I were on to- 
ther Side of the Ganger. 

id. Mr. Hartly, have Mercy on me, dear Mr. Hartly, and 
don't undo me. If this Aﬀaic comes to be publick, it will quite 
ruin my Houſe. 

Hart. Madam, Madam, I have a Relation murder'd in your 
Houfe. Bring a Conſtable here to carry theſe Offenders to 


the Round- Houſe till to-morrow Morning. 
[ Secures the Door. 


Mid. To the Round-Houſe! Heav'n forbid that I ſhould ever 
ſee the Inſide of a Round-Houſe. | 

Harp. To the Round-Houſe, Sit! Do you know who I am? 

Heart. I don't care who you are, Sir; the Crime is great, 
there's a Man kill'd; ſo you muſt to the Round-Houſe, both 
of you. 

id. ¶ Falling on her Knees to Hattly.] For Goodneſs ſake! 
dear ſweet Mr. Hartly, is there no ways of appeaſing your Fury? 

Hart. No. 


il. 


[ Exit, 
id. Oh, Mercy on me! A Man kill'd in my Houſe! I am 
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id. Will nothing ſave me from Ruin? 

Hart. No, Ill hear of nothing. 

id. Can no body prevail upon you? You have pretended to 
love my Daughter. 

Hart. No, no. 

id. Not for poor Kitty's ſake, Mr. Hartly ? 

Hart. No, no, I have nothing to do with her, the is engag'd 
to your Fellow-Murderer there; ſhe can never be mine. 

Harp. Hold, hold, hold, Mr. Hartly, Pll give up my Title 
to her with all my Heart, if that will do; Pl! renounce her, 
I' abjure her, I'll never ſee her again. 

Hart. That is nothing to the Purpoſe, Sir; her Fortune's 
jodg'd in her Mother's Hands, and unleſs ſhe gave her Conſent 
it does not ſignify. | 

Mid. ] will give my Conſent, Kitty ſhall be yours if you will 
but huſh up this Affair; ſhe ſhall, indeed ſhe ſhall, 

Hart. Pha! pſha! you only want to get Lime, you will re- 
tract what you ſay to-morrow, 

Mid. I won't indeed, ſweet dear Sir; and to ſatisfy you here 
is Mr. Harpie who is a Scrivener, let him draw up a Contract, 
and I'll figa it this Moment, and this worthy Gentleman here 
ſhall be Witneſs to it. 

Harp. With all my Heart, with all my Heart: Here's Pen, 
Ink and Paper; I'll do it directly. | Sitting down to write.) Od- 
ſo! my Hand ſhakes ſo with the Fright I can hardly hold my Pen. 

Mid. I am glad I'm got ſo well off of this terrible Buſineſs ; 
[ ſhould have been forc'd to have ſhut up my Doors at leaſt, and 
never had the Pleaſure of being courted in a Bar again, 

Harp. Here, Widow, the Contract is ready, make haſte and 
ſgn, leſt he ſhould alter his Mind. — There, there, now let 
me witneſs it firſt. Here, Sir, [ To tbe Conſtable.] and now your 
Hand; and yours too, Mr. Hartly, for it is a mutual Contract. 

Hart. With all my Heart, Sir; but let me look on it firſt. | Reads. 

Harp. I wiſh it were ſign'd, and fairly over; I'm glad I am come 
ſo cheaply off, it might have prov'd a horrible Buſineſs. 

Hart. It is all right, and there's my Hand tot. | Srgnrng it. 

Wid. [Giving Hartly the Paper.) Here, Sir, I give it to you 
as my Act and Deed, and ten thouſand Thanks, Mr. Harth, 
into the Bargain. 


F 2 Enter 
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Enter GAYWOOD heading in KITTY. 


Gay. And here, Sir, I preſent you with your Miſtreſs at the 
ſame time ; for we have overheard all, and I heartily give you 
Joy rogether. 

Kitty. m ſorry your Relation's kill'd, indeed Mr. Harth; 
but, by the Stars! I'm glad that you and I are to be related. 


Exter CI BBER. 
Cib. O! Madam, his Relation's alive enough to wiſh you 

OY, 

: i id. How! the dead Man alive again 

Harp. Oh! I'm chok'd, I'm ſtrangled, I am a dead Man 

_ ſelf. 

y. Well now, dear Cibber, pull off t'other Mask too; 
Sn "haſt plaid thy Part moſt gloriouſly ; and dear Ky 
and | are infinitely oblig'd to thee. 

Harp. How ! have I been bubbled every way? chous'd and 
outwitted by a Playhouſe Puppy ? 

Mid. Oh what a villainous Pack of Rogues are here! Þ |! 
have Juſtice ! Juſtice! Mr. Harpie. Let me come at that 
Viper, that I may pull her Eyes out. | 

Hart. Hold, hold, Madam, ſhe is no longer yours; you have 
made over that Right to me, I thank you, Madam; you can 
witneſs that, Sir. [To Harpie.] You drew up the Contract, I 
think, and ſign'd it when you had done. 

Harp. Yes, Sit, lown it; and if you will draw up another, 
I' ſign my ſelf an Oaf, and an Owl, and a Fool, and a Gull, 
and a Dupe, and a Buzzard, and, and, and — Odſgizard ! I 
ſhall never be able to ſhew my Face in Weſtwinfter-Hall again. 
I renounce all Law, and abandon all Politicks. A Murrain on 
Picquet, Cribbage and Coffee Houſes! And may the Peſtilence 
take all Stage-Players, and thoſe who go near them ! [ Ruxs of. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Cib. Come, Widow, as the thing is over, it is in vain to make 
any Noiſe about it; if you will but be eaſy it may never be 
known. 

id. Truly, Mr. Cilber, you have plaid me a very ſcurvy 
Trick ; but I think it is moſt prudent to take your Advice, and 
o Heav'n bleſs you both together 


Kitty. 


t the 
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Kitty. L Curtfying low.) Thank you, Mother. — Bur, 
Mr. Hartly, mult I quite leave our Coffee-Houſe now? I wiſh 
you'd keep a Coffee-Houle, with all my Heart | do; you 
ſhou'dn't have any Trouble in it, my Dear; I could ſerve all the 
Gentlemen with what they want, and I ſhou'd love to do it 
dearly too. | | 

Hart. O my Dear, there's time enough to think of that; if 
your Mother ſnou'd happen to die, perhaps 

Kitty. And I hope ſhe won't live long. Nay, to tell 
you the Truth, I ask'd Dr. Apozem one Day what he thought 
of her, and he affur'd me ſhe wasn't a long- liv'd Woman. So 
there's ſome Comfort for us, hey, my Love! —For, by the Stars! 
had rather fit in a Bar than ride in a Coach and Six. — And 
[11 tell you what, Mr. Hartly, we'll have a Room for the Wo- 
men too, if you will. 

Hart. Yes, yes, Kitty, when we keep a Coffee-Houſe. 

Kitty. By the Stars! and ſo we will ; for 'tis an unreaſonable 
thing that Women ſhould not come to the Coffee-Houfe; Fm 
ſure if they did, there would be more News ltirring there in a 
Weck, than there is now in ſix Months. | | 
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l hat Pleaſures a Coffee-Houſe daily beflows ! 
To read and hear how the Marld merrily goes; 
To laugh, ſing, and pratthe of This, That, and T”other ; 
And be flatter'd, and gd, aud bis d too, like Mother. 
Here 
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Flere the Rake, after Roving and Tipling all Night, 
For his Groat in the Morning may ſet his Head right; 
And the Bean, who neer foult his white Fingers with Braſs 
May have his Sixpen* worth of — Stare in the Glaſs, 


7 


Ador 
The Doctor, who'd always be ready to kill, ; 
May cv Day here take his Stand, if he will: | 
And the Soldier, who'd bluſter aud challenge ſecure, FR 2 - 
May draw boldly here, for — we'll hold him he's ſure. HAL 
lich'd 
The Lawyer, who's always in queſt of his Prey, | 
May find Fools here to feed upon every Day: 
And the fage Politician, in Coffee-Grounds known, — 
May point out the Fate of each Crown but — his ows. . * 
cf th 
Then, Gallants, fince ev'ry thing here you may find 
That pleaſures the Fancy, or profits the Mind, Bag 
Come all, and take each his full Diſh of Delight, ing C 
And croud up our Coffee- Honſe every Night. The | 
| The 
Har. Well, my dear Kitty, as we have taken ſo much pains — 1 
to come together, I hope we ſnall take a little to live happily to- A Pl 
gether. There ſhall be nothing wanting on my Part 5 
Kitty. Nor on mine, by the Stars! and that you ſhall find, ſen 
Mr. Hartty. Tre 
Cib. Good, good; and if you both continue in the ſame 2 
Mind, the Moral of your Play, as Mr. Bays ſays, will be this: Li 
A cu 
That Wedlock, which the Rakes and Fools deſpiſe, | f 2 
Hath Toys to charm the Virtaous, and tbe Wiſe. up. 
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